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Author's Notes: 
| wrote this way back in November 2007 but | wasn\'t sure if it was good enough to post. So it sat in my WIP 
file and gathered dust. | figure I've procrastinated enough, so here it is. Thanks to Lia for the look over :) 


Kai sighed and glanced down at the blank piece of paper. The very same piece of paper he'd been staring at for 
the past hour. There was so much he wanted to say, so much he needed to let out. Pent up feelings about the 
upcoming tour, the management, his bandmates, money, and life in fucking general. And yet, here he sat and 


waited for it to come. 


A hand reached up to brush back the long hair off his shoulders as he wracked his brain for words. Ideas and 
thoughts that would convey everything he felt in his heart. Convey how frustrated and stifled, depressed and 
angry, miserable and isolated he was feeling. He could picture lots of words - but they just wouldn't fit 
together in his mind; they rattled away like a game of kick the can 


He grabbed for his pack of cigarettes, Marlboros, and lit one with a frown on his face. Yes, he could just toss 


out some random words on a sheet of paper and hand it to his bandmates. It would be much easier than this. 


Maybe focusing on one of his feelings and not all of them at once? 


No, that wouldn't be right. This had to be constructed just so, leaving them with no doubt as to what was on 
his mind. It had to let them know that he was fed up with all the bullshit that surrounded him. 


Kai softly hit the side of his head with his hand and muttered, "think Hansen, think" What did he want? What 
did he need? What was going to set him free from this self-made hell? 


He needed to leave the band. 


He'd been thinking about the general idea for several months. The one thing that scared him above all was this, 
the loss of creativity. Being shuttled from bus to bus, plane to plane, city to city; it all wore down on his inner 


muse. 


In the past, it had never been that much of a problem to write a song. A few words here, a solid riff there, 
and then voila. But as the tours grew longer, his mind stopped focusing on words for songs and started 
focusing on ways to get back home. Back to Hamburg, his family, his friends. Not stuck in the middle of a 
country he knew next to nothing about other than they defeated Germany in World War Il. 


Smoke trickled out of his lips and then curled up to the ceiling in a long stream. He swallowed down the lump 


that filled his throat. The lump of guilt and pain. 


If he did this, there was no turning back. No returning in a couple months and begging to be let in the band 
again. Once he did this, his life in Helloween would be over. No more pumpkins and Fangface, no more dueling 
with Weiki during shows, no more nights spent getting drunk with Markus and Ingo, and no more Michi hanging 
on him while he soloed. 


This would be the first time since he was a teenager that he would be totally on his own. No band, no future 
plotted out, nothing. Half the time he wondered if he was insane for thinking this way. Helloween was his baby, 
and now he wanted to leave it like an unwanted child. He had raised it, nurtured it, and it had given him back 


some of the best years of his life. 


But.playing shitty clubs with little to no spotlight, dodging the slam dancers and bottles. Thats what he wanted 
back. Not playing stadiums and arenas full of faceless people. Sure, it was a rush to feel the energy of all 
those fans at once. But the intimacy was lost. 


He snorted to himself and shook his head. Looking to the past was pointless, he mused, the future is where he 
should be heading. He looked down again at the blank piece of paper in front of him. All he needed was 
something simple, something to the point, something that would say everything in a few words. If he could just 
think of a title, then the rest would fall into place. 


The tap of his pen on the table echoed in the empty room. 


"What do you want, Hansen?" he muttered into the smoky air. 


"| want out." 


